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summit of the hill, from whence he has
never since emerged. Conscience-stricken
at this event, the offending Fakirs built a
small, but handsome cenotaph, to the
memory of the injured saint, and laying
his garments in order, worshipped him
with the usual ceremonies. On the evening
I had selected for my pilgrimage to the
hill of the Datar, the sun was setting when
we arrived at the cenotaph. Numerous
torches cast a full glare of light over the
interior decorations of the holy place j the
gilding, the looking-glasses, the painted
eggs, and the garments of the saint, shone
with unwonted brilliancy, and crowds of
Mohammedans, were engaged in offering
up their evening prayers. As each indi-
vidual ascended, they bent the knee, and
prest their lips to the steps of the venerated
building; which service was rewarded, by
the presentation to each, of a morsel of
cocoa-nut, rendered sacred, by a momen-
tary abiding on the apparent tomb of the
Datar. On the exterior of the cenotaph,